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Correspondence of Convenience 
by AlexisAurora 


Summary 


Triss Merigold strikes up a productive correspondence with Lambert, who makes himself 
useful. 


Notes 


aN UNaUThOrlzed SeqUel tO "SHoWN UP (WHo SHoWed UP)" 


Salutations, Lambert; 


I trust this letter will find you intact — otherwise it will serve no purpose. I am writing to you 
regarding the procurement of a large volume of drowner float bladders. My usual supplier has 
suffered an unfortunate accident (not dead, thankfully!) and I have found myself in short 
supply. I reached out to several of your more able colleagues, but unfortunately they were 
preoccupied with more pressing matters. 


I suppose your various professional and recreational elixers may have taken a toll on your 
mental faculties, so I will refresh your memory: the float bladder of a drowner is derived 
from the intestinal tract of the infected corpse. The ‘guts,’ as your kind call them. I will need 
two dozen speciments. You are welcome to deflate them for ease of preservation and 
transportation, but MAKE SMALL INCISIONS ONLY. The bladders will be useless if your 
butchery matches your table manners. 


I trust even you will be able to accomplish this task by winter’s onset. 


Regards, 
Triss Merigold 


IRR 


Dearest Merigold, 


I hope this shipment of drowner guts finds you. Their feculence is well-suited to a sorceress 
such as yourself. Your original request failed to mention payment. Find below my invoice at 
standard rate: 


2400 - DROWNER GUTS, 100 CROWNS EA. 
500 — RECUPERATION FEES 

250 -URGENCY SURCHARGE 

+10% — SORCERESS PRICING 

3465 CROWNS 


Payment will be accepted in form of promissory note, made out to THE UPSTANDING 
WITCHER LAMBERT. Please note that the money changers get rather fussy if the name on 
the note does not EXACTLY MATCH the name on record! 


Business settled, I trust you are doing well, sleeping your way through whichever court you 
have been assigned to tend. Frankly, I do not keep track and let the postal carrier sort out the 
destination. 


Middling Wishes, 
Lambert 


FIRR 


Dear Lambert, 


I would thank you for the shipment of ‘drowner guts’ as you call them, were they not the 
most diminutive examples of the form I have ever encountered! Were you afraid of being 
overpowered by a fully-grown drowner? Regardless — they served their purpose in my work, 
and for that I must begrudgingly thank you... 


... were it not for your preposterous rates! Recuperation fees? I’ve watched Geralt prepare the 
various tinctures and balms of your school and even the most craven herbalist would charge 
but a fraction of that needed to address the likely afflictions of the undertaking. And 
“sorceress pricing’? I cannot imagine your hostility towards such dependable and well- 
resourced customers, who I should note have an UNUSUAL TENDENCY of ACTUALLY 
PAYING. 


I will spare you the details of my assignment as you clearly do not care, but suffice it to say I 
am by no means “sleeping my way through”. Everyone here is a terrible bore and, were it not 
for your overwhelming stench, I would much prefer to board at Kaer Morhen. 


And so I find myself writing to you once again in need of assistance — I require a wyvern’s 
stinger, but sadly the last one slain in the area was horribly charred in an ill-advised attempt 
to roast the beast (though I am sure you would have eaten it without complaint). Out of 
obligation, I have enclosed the payment for your last provision: please be grateful my patron 
has deep pockets and almost as little sense as you. Try not to spend it all on red-headed 
women — it is a desperate look, even for a witcher. 


Cordially, 
Triss Merigold 


FIRR 


Poor Merigold, 


I am sorry to hear nobody’s given you a good fucking (as your writing shows you are clearly 
in need) and pray the matter of the wyvern’s stinger is unrelated. Please find billing for the 
stinger below: 


1000 — WY VERN’S STINGER 
500 — RED-HAIRED WOMAN 
+10% — SORCERESS PRICING 
1100 crowns 


Please trust that the line item for “RED-HAIRED WOMAN?” was absolutely essential to the 
job, in that I needed a good fuck to work myself around to doing your errands yet again. 
Regarding the sorceress pricing: it is only fair we charge higher for those with the means 
available (such as your kind), as this allows us to perform the charitable work of getting run 
out of town by peasants after slaying the monsters YOUR PATRONS HAVE NEGLECTED 
to address. 


While you would be more than welcome at Kaer Morhen, Vesemir says we are rather 
reluctant to host long-term tenants, particularly meddling witches who would interfere with 
our daily practice. I am sure, however, that an exception could be made for someone such as 
yourself — provided you demonstrate your utility to the School. The old keep is rather drafty 
that time of year and we’d love someone to keep us warm at night! 


Regards, chilled by The Path, 
Lambert 


IRR 


Fair Foul Lambert, 


The stinger you have sent is adequate, though it is a shame it is from a Forktail, as this 
renders it useless to my work. Alas, I elected to omit this distinction from my prior request 
for fear it would be too complicated for you. 


I have enclosed payment for the stinger regardless, including what I would suggest is more 
accurately a “demesne fee’. Coén should be able to explain what that means to you, as I 
know words are not your strong suit (though what is, aside from vulgarity?) In place of 
paying for your whoring, find enclosed a lock of my hair. I am sure it will be sufficient for 
your needs. 


I am not surprised to hear it gets ‘rather drafty’ in that old castle. In all my visits I don’t think 
I’ve seen you raise a single finger in its maintenance. Perhaps it is a good thing witchers do 
not marry. I am surprised, however, that you are not already doubling up in the beds. Do 
witchers not play nice with each other? 


I, on the other hand, have at last found a suitable companion in the court. He is all the things 
you aren’t: kind, considerate, gentle, and above all DISCREET. He fancies himself a little bit 
of a hunter. In confidence: I think he’s less hunting dog and more house cat, staring out the 
window at the birds. Would you be ever so kind as to send me a harpy’s head so he can at 
least play the part? 


To fortunate endeavours, 
Triss Merigold 


FIRR 


Merigold, 


I am surprised to hear you so joyful at your partner’s discretion — Last I recall you had no 
patience for subterfuge or caution! Much more your style to seek out what you are looking 
for and take it where it lies (or stands, as the case may be). Nevertheless, I am happy to hear 
you have something warming your insides besides arcane craft. Consider this harpy’s head a 
token of my gratitude to your unnamed consort for rendering you SLIGHTLY more tolerable. 


I must remain tight-lipped (unlike you) on the affairs (ha) of witchers. Bulky and cuddly as 
we may be, much better to lie with a buxom court witch, fat on the high cuts of court dinners 
and radiating heat from their smoldering core. A few locks of hair provides but cold comfort, 
though comfort it does provide. Please take the water damage to this letter as a testament to 
your hair’s companionship. 


How long must you remain on assignment? Your letters suggest you tire of court intrigue and 
seek satisfaction elsewhere. What holds you to your post? 


To your reopened cunt, 
Lambert 


FIRR 


Lambert, 


What a pleasant surprise, to receive something from you without charge! Perhaps one day a 
women will grace you with similar charity. He was delighted by the trophy — the castle- 
ridden sycophants cannot identify even the most glaring holes in his account of its 
acquisition. 


To the matter of my assignment — I have my own calling as you have yours to the Path. I may 
have an opportunity to visit later this year — teleportation certainly softens the long distance 
from my current placement to Kaer Morhen. If you are to remain tight-lipped I will have to 
investigate the affairs of witchers myself (as an aside, I think you can attest from personal 
experience that my lips are, in fact, far from loose). 


As thanks for the harpy find enclosed a bar of my favourite soap. Your gift was a little 
mangled so I didn’t feel the need to splurge on buying you a fresh bar; apologies for this one 
being a little diminished. I have made good use of it during my REGULAR baths, running it 
across my smooth and supple skin. I’d frot it into a lather with which I’d envelop myself, 
rinsing it off and emerging from the tub clean, naked, and dripping, my vital essences 
restores. Perhaps if you use what remains of it you will one day find someone willing to 
overlook your other deficiencies. 


I close with a request far more minor than those that have preceded it: send me a sample of 
your spit. A few ounces should suffice. 


Gently, 
Merigold 


FIRR 


Kindly Merigold, 


I returned to Kaer Morhen after several busy months of work to find your letter waiting — a 
pleasant surprise after several moons of isolation. 


A I later prepared myself a hot bath to ease the aches and soften the callouses, I remembered 
the soap you enclosed with the letter. Less of a bar, more of a sliver! I could have slipped that 
little thing up my arse if I’d been so inclined. Regardless, I brought it with me into the tub, 
endeavouring to see what this “cleanliness” you sorceresses are always scolding us about 
amounted to. The soap smelled overwhelmingly of you (or perhaps, you of the soap?): the 
cloying sweetness of palace formality. I did indeed find it quite a relaxing bath-partner, 
though you failed to mention its hallucinogenic effects. My eyes closed, I believed that a red- 
headed lady with a slim waist and a middling chest had deigned to pay me a visit, well- 
overdue, to show her appreciation for my efforts in keeping the outskirts of civilization safe 
from marauding beasts. She ran her hands across my body, taking note of the marks that told 
my history. Every scar a decoration for bravery, every callus a campaign medal. Her hands 
crept lower, searching beneath the foamy surface for my blade, which she claimed never left 
a witcher’s side. She seized it tight, marvelling at its size as she slowly explored its profile. 
Would that I could teach her how to wield it. 


Alas, the water grew cold and I elected to finish up my wash. Being clean was certainly nice, 
but certainly far less exciting with nobody around that would appreciate it. 


As to your request: I have never heard of witcher’s saliva being used in any kind of 
alchemical work (Vesemir assures me that it is indistinguishable for regular human spittle), so 
I must assume you plan to ensnare me in some dark sorceress magic. Yet, I am but a simple 
creature of women and coin, so please find the charge below: 


80 — LAMBERT’S SALIVA, 20 CROWNS PER OZ. 
5000 — DEPRAVITY SURCHARGE 

+10% — DESMESNE PRICING 

5588 CROWNS 


I trust your patron will have no issue covering this cost for his lovely court witch. 


Cleanly (for now), 
Lambert 


FIRR 


Dear Lambert, 


I am happy to hear you enjoyed yourself with the soap! It’s best enjoyed with company, but it 
sounds like you made do all on your own. I will be sure to bring a fresh bar on my next visit. 


As to the matter of the saliva — your pricing is absurd! The claim of a ‘DEPRAVITY 
SURCHARGE?’ is wholly unwarranted. I must confess, I am sympathetic to your distrust of 
sorceresses (we are a rather clever lot) — By way of explanation, I suppose I have no choice 
but to tell you how it was used. 


First, I must note that the sample arrived desiccated — while I rehydrated it with distilled 
water, I could only guess at the volume based on your bill, so I am not certain if I achieved an 
authentic consistency. 


Admittedly: I was not in need of witcher saliva generally, but yours specifically! I recalled it 
had a rather unique flavour (ale, unseasoned boar, and desperation) and I wished to reproduce 
it. On this particular evening of experimentation I was working late by firelight. Due to a 
terrible storm outside I’d shuttered the windows and unfortunately this made my study rather 
stuffy: I shed my clothes to cool off, with the added benefit of eliminating the possibility they 
would be (through no fault of yours) soiled with your fluids. Withdrawing my finger from the 
vial the spit clung needily, a translucent strand tracing back to the vial even as I brought my 
finger to my mouth for a taste. Oh, how I missed that taste! I must commend you, Lambert: 
the combination of your peculiar biology and questionable diet produce a most striking 
flavour, one that I was excited to encounter once again. 


I set to work trying to synthesize the flavour, working tirelessly to emulate its every note and 
flourish. However! I encountered an issue, namely that I could not fully replicate it without 
duplicating the mouthfeel (viscosity, consistency, body). Satisfied after several hours 
refinement that I had the flavour close, I set aside a small quantity for further tuning along 
that axis and set about determining the consistency of your fluid (though recall — I am 
working from a rehydrated sample, so this is only approximate). 


Being well-versed as I am in all manner of body oils and moisturizers (one’s body is a 
temple, and mine will stand for millennia), I determined an intuitive method would be best- 
suited to this assessement. Reclining on my chaise, I poured the rest of the spit onto my skin 
at the base of my neck, seeing how tightly it would grip, how lethargically it would drip. To 
my astonishment it ran eagerly along my chest, gravity channelling it between my breasts and 
pooling it in my belly button. I smeared the trail slightly, streaking the spit across my breasts 
to see how far it would spread. What I found was that it was quite willing to coat the entirety 
of my chest in a thin film of slime. It dried quickly in the heat of study, tightening its hold on 
my skin as it caked, the evaporative cooling hardening my nipples. 


While I was preoccupied with the aforementioned test, the spit running down my chest had 
my bellybutton overflowing, a further trail making its way down towards my crotch. I quietly 
thanked myself for stripping entirely — gods forbid my underwear end up sullied with your 
mark! 


At this point, however, I must confess an uncharacteristic clumsiness: in an attempt to arrest 
the stream with cupped hand, I inadvertently got it all over my lower lips! I kept trying to rub 
it off, but much to my dismay that only worked it in further. As I am sure you can recognize, 
this was a terrible situation: You’d given me a very precious sample and I’d managed to make 
a huge mess, getting it absolutely everywhere (even inside me!) 


I was rather fortunate, then, that it was at this moment my unnamed consort let himself into 
my study, having earlier that evening resolved to pay me visit. He proved very helpful in 
cleaning up the mess I’d made (his tongue proved especially apt in extracting what sample 
had worked its way inside me). It was well after midnight before we’d finished tidying me 
up, though I was still wet with sweat and panting from the heat when we retired to my 
chambers. 


For all these mishaps and mistakes, this experimentation allowed me to produce what I 
believe to be a respectable facsimile of your saliva in both flavour and consistency. I hope to 


pay you a visit in the near future to sample your fluids directly for comparison. 


As to the matter of billing: regrettably this was a personal project and beyond the scope of 
my patron’s support. I think given the explanation above you will agree the ‘DEPRAVITY 
SURCHARGE?’ is entirely unwarranted. If you continue to press the matter we will need to 
discuss this matter in person on my next visit so that we may discuss alternate means of 
means of payment. 


Warmly, 
Triss Merigold 


OBR 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


